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crows mangling her corpse. The atmosphere of the
room, heavy with so many breaths, made him feel sick,
Madame Dambreuse offered him her smelling-bottle.
She said that she found all this highly amusing.
The bedroom furniture was now exhibited. Maitre
Berthelmot named a price. The crier immediately re-
peated it in a louder voice, and the three auctioneer's
assistants quietly waited for the stroke of the ham-
mer, and then carried off the article sold to an adjoin-
ing apartment. In this way disappeared, one after
the other, the large blue carpet spangled with ca-
mellias, which her dainty feet used to touch so lightly
as she advanced to meet him, the .little upholstered
easy-chair, in which he used to sit facing her when
they were alone together, the two screens belonging
to the mantelpiece, the ivory of which had been ren-
dered smoother by the touch of her hands, and a
velvet pincushion, which was still bristling with pins.
It was as if portions of his heart had been carried
away with these things; and the monotony of the
same voices and the same gestures benumbed him with
fatigue, and caused within him a mournful torpor, a
sensation like that 01 death itself.
There was a rustle of silk close to his ear. Rosa-
nette touched him.
It was through Frederick himself that she had
learned about this auction. When her first feelings of
vexation was over, the idea of deriving profit from it
occurred to her mind. She had come to see it in a
whits satin vest with pearl buttons, a furbelowed
gown, tight-fitting gloves on her hands, and a look
of triumph on her face.
He grew pale with anger. She stared at the
woman who was by his side.